MAD HATTER'S WAR
I CANNOT vouch for it; but as I found it in a printed book
with admirable maps and portraits of ex-Presidents in large
moustaches and striking uniforms or evening dress and
beards of individual cut, I subjoin the anecdote with all due
reserve.
The story opens in a mild domestic atmosphere at
Pernambuco in 1861.   It is not easy to believe that any-
thing unusual could happen in the year that the Prince Con-
sort died, when Tannhduser was hissed in Paris and Earl
Russell wrote interminable despatches about Italian unity;
but if anything unusual was in the wind, Pernambuco was
just the place for it.   A young married man lived there in
a state of limited felicity with his mother and his wife.
Practically everyone, that is to say, was loved by someone;
the son loved his mother, the husband loved his wife, and
the mother loved her son.  The one thing missing from this
triangle of affections was any love between the mother-in-
law and her son's wife.   But the old lady found a lively
substitute for it in jealousy, which took the pleasing form of
making mischief.  For she informed her son that if he went
down the garden after dark and lurked among the bushes, he
would see his wife meet a strange gentleman.   She also
intimated to the wife that there was something to be seen
at the same time and place.   After these agreeable prelim-
inaries the spirited old lady withdrew to make her toilet,
emerging a little after dark as the strange gentleman.  The
younger generation was no less punctual at the rendezvous,
a watchful husband in the bushes and his wife at some less
inconspicuous point.   Faithful to her predictions, the old
lady put in an appearance in her novel character of male
impersonator.  But it is not recorded whether the wife
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